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France, Britain and America. It is more probable, however, that
those in power in these countries saw in him another " pretender "
in Bruning style, since they could at least be sure of this " bulwark
against Communism". In the meantime he profited by this
fashionable acceptance in a way that should for ever destroy the
legend that only " Jewish " writers can commercialise a "* success "
reeking of morbid sensationalism. Even Starhemberg waited
until he had left the Free French Forces and arrived safely in
the Argentine, a country with Axis sympathies, before making
public the admiration he still felt for his old friend Mussolini.
Rauschning's book on his conversations with Hitler is one of the
most brilliant publications of our time. Either what he says is
true and a cruel revelation of a psychopathic genius's weird
character, or it is pure invention and then, the imaginative writer
.showing such marvellous powers of observation, even more
worthy of admiration. As a condemnation it is the best book on
IJitler and the worst on ... Rauschning. Had he only had
sufficient ** strength of mind " to show his notes to a few Allied
ministers to warn them, and been wise enough to remain, with-
out publicity, silent himself, he could have strengthened the im-
pression that a man who had for years been a " loyal" Nazi had
not quitted because his personal ambitions were thwarted, as
was the case with Gregor Strasser, who was assassinated, and
his brother Otto, the avenger of the " Black Front ".
It was characteristic of the German intellectual and political
exiles in Paris, their spiritual and principal centre as well as in
other countries offering them refuge, that the known writers
became unproductive, their writing lacked fire, while no young
talented writers came to light. People in responsible office in
America and Britain did not wish either in self-delusion or self-
interest to admit the sad fact that this refugee movement had
produced no strong figure as a worthy opponent of Hitler, who
could, as it were, have represented and symbolised their hopes
and prevented their deterioration, their fatal internal quarrels
and moral decay; they simply remained devoid of inspiration,
talent or ideas. Even the writers, whether Jewish or not, who
had shone in Germany seemed to dwindle as though'exhausted,
or the lack of contact with their native soil had dried them up.
They had never " represented " the German people as a whole*
and were all read far more abroad thaii in their own country.
But to create they had to feel themselves " the salt -** and not
" the scum of the earth **- This is perhaps the reason that led
Toller and Stefan Zweig to take the final step. (This is perhaps